" You always give one an idea of being extravagant. Fay
thinks you are."

I shook my head.

" I should like to be," I admitted. " There are heaps
of times, even lately, when I wanted to spend money and
haven't. I've a very good example in Elsie," I told him.
" She likes the best of everything but she really hates
spending money. She goes to the most expensive dress-
makers and has one gown made where other women
would order half a dozen. It's the same with jewellery.
She never lets me spend any money on jewels, except
pearls. She simply says it isn't worth while, imitations
now are so perfect, and nowadays jewellery must go with
your gowns."

We had our swim and afterwards we sat with a some-
what gay group in the bar of the Cap bathing-pool.
Teddy Gerrard was there. I hadn't seen her for years,
only once, indeed, since she was in my only play at the
Garrick. Leslie Henson and his wife were entertaining
some newcomers. Beautiful Barbara Bach was there with
Ivor and a crowd of admirers. Altogether it was a very
gay and festive little company.

On our way back to Elizabeth Russell's villa, where
we were then staying in great content and happiness, my
wife took my arm.

" I'm looking forward tremendously," she confided,
" to seeing inside Notre Dame."

" I want to see how far those woods go back," I told
her, " and whether any room in the house would make
a study."

She looked at me sternly.

"Remember," she said, "you're not to dream of
buying it."

" I'm not mad," I assured her.
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